where Bajazet slumbers under his catafalque, flut-
tering round the cupolas of their mosque, and be-
neath the gray-pink-and-white arcade, with its
dull-green and plum-colored columns, or crowding
together upon the thin branches of their plane-tree,
A pure wind blew through the court and about the
marble fountain. The music made by the iridescent
wings of the birds never ceased, and their perpetual
cooing was like the sweet voice of content. The sun-
shine streamed over the pavement and penetrated
under the arches, making the coral beads of a rosary
glow and Its gold beads glitter, giving to the amber
liquid carried on a tray by a boy to a barber beneath
his awning a vivacity almost of flame. Beside me a
lover was dictating a letter to a scribe,, who squatted
before his table, on which were arranged a bright-
blue inkstand and cup., a pile of white paper, and a
stand with red pens and blue pencils. Farther on,
men were being shaved, and were drinking coffee as
they lounged upon bright-yellow sofas. Near me a
very old Turk, with fanatical, half-shut eyes, was
sitting on the ground and gazing at the pink feet of
the pigeons as they tripped over the pavement, upon
which a pilgrim to the mosque had just flung some
grain. As he gazed, he mechanically fingered Ms
rosary, swiftly shifting the beads on and on, beads
after beads, always two at a time. Some incense
smoldered in a three-legged brazier, giving out its
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